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'is 'and before speaking.' As one who prided himself upon the precision of his English this cut Mason to the quick, and while he was trying to discover the offender, the Upper and Lower Second, three form-rooms away, turned out the gas and threw ink-pots. It was a pleasant and stimulating c prep.' The study-boys and prefects heard the echoes of it far off, and the Common-room at dessert smiled.
Stalky waited, watch in hand, till half-past eight. ^
* If it goes on much longer the Head will come up/ said  he.    * We'll tell the studies first,  and then the form-rooms.    Look sharp !'
He allowed no time for Beetle to be dramatic or M'Turk to drawl. They poured into study after study, told their tale, and went again so soon as they saw they were understood, waiting for no comment ; while the noise of that unholy cprep.' grew and deepened. By the door of Flint's study they met Mason flying towards the corridor.
* He's gone to fetch the Head.    Hurry   up ! Come on!'
They broke into Number Twelve form-room abreast and panting.
'The Head! The Head! The Head!' That call stilled the tumult for a minute, and Stalky leaping to a desk shouted, c He went and sucked the diphtheria stuff* out of Stettson major's throat when we thought he was in town. Stop rotting, you asses! Stettson major would have croaked if the Head hadn't done it. The Head